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too. Now, I put it to the meeting, which is true?
Which does it vote for, the Holy Bible and witchcraft,
or Mr. Lecturer and his new-fangled nonsense? Those
in favour of Scripter and witches hold up their
hands.'
Need I say that witchcraft carried the day.
One of Mr. Hawker's parishioners had an encounter
with pixies. Pixies, it must be explained, are elves,
who dance on the sward and make fairy-rings; others
work in mines; others, again, haunt old houses.
This man had been to Stratton Market. On his
way home, as he was passing between dense hedges,
suddenly he saw a light, and heard music and singing.
He stood still, and looked and listened. Passing
through the hedge, he saw the little people in a ring
dancing; and there sat on a toadstool an elf with a
lantern in his hand, made of a campanula, out of
which streamed a greenish-blue light. As the pixies
danced, they sang.
'Sir,'—this is the man's own account,—el looked
and listened a while, and then I got quietly hold of a
great big stone, and heaved it up, and I dreshed in
amongst them all; and then I up on my horse, and
galloped away as hard as I could, and never drew rein
till I came home to Morwenstow. But when the stone
fell among them all, out went the light. You don't
believe me? But it be true, true as gospel; for next
day I went back to the spot, and there lay the stone,
just where I had dreshed it.5
I have got a curious oil-painting in Lew Trenchard
House, dating from the reign of William and Mary, as
I judge by the costume. It represents a pixie revel.
In the background is an elfin city, illumined by the
moon. Before the gates is a ring of tiny beings,
dancing merrily around what is probably a corpse-
candle : it is a candle-stump, standing on the ground,
and the flame diffuses a pallid white light.
In the foreground is water,  on which floats a

